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"OLIVER!" 


| knew | was in trouble. Only two people on this planet call me Oliver- my mother, and Dave- and neither of 
them use my first name when they're pleased with me. 


"What, the fuck, is in the back yard?" 
| took a deep breath and rounded the corner into the kitchen 


"What?" 


"You know what. There's a fucking horse in our back yard!" He whipped a hand over his shoulder and pointed a 
finger towards the patio door. "Where the hell did it come from, and why the hell is it here?" 


| feigned surprise. "A horse? Now way!" 


| started past him, towards the door, when he grabbed my arm. 

"Not so fast, Hawkins. You got some ‘splainin’ to do.” 

| was caught. Alright, | was caught the moment he looked outside, but can you blame a guy for trying? Dave 
crossed his arms over his chest and looked at me, expecting an explanation. | chewed at the inside of my cheek 


as | thought. Dave's a tough sell, but if | spin it the right way | can play him like that ‘29 Steinway Model M | 
talked him into last month. 


"Okay. So, you know | hung out with Stewart this morning, and he had that interview with Modern Drummer?" 


| remember, but that doesn't explain why Mr. Ed is currently dropping his own brand of fertilizer all over our 


lawn." 
"Well, Stewart's got this thing for horses. Loves ‘em. Turns out, he's been volunteering for years at this polo 


horse rescue place out in Santa Clarita, and the magazine wanted to do the interview out there. Sort of a ‘see 


the softer side of Stewart kind of thing." 

"And let me guess, you met Seabiscuit, fell in love, and just had to bring him home." 

First of all, she's a girl. And second, her name is Scully. But yeah, that's pretty much it." 

And it pretty much was. I'd had cats growing up, and a couple of dogs through the years, but that's about as 
far as | had ventured into the animal kingdom. | don't know a thing about horses. To be honest, I'd never really 
given them much thought; but | had fallen in love with the chestnut beauty the moment | laid eyes on her. 
There was just something about her. | know it sounds insane, but it's like we were connected | knew she had to 


be mine. 


The fact that she just so happened to be named after one of Dave's all-time favorite TV characters was a 


happy coincidence. One | was hoping would help me win my case. 
"Scully, huh?" He rubbed his chin and glanced back at the horse. 
That was my opening. | took a step closer to him, and slipped an arm around his waist. 


"Yeah. And she's pretty badass. Apparently, she was out in the pen with a worker last year when some 
coyotes came out of the woods, towards the worker. Scully stepped in and scared the bastards of fl" 


D chuckled, "That is pretty badass. But, T, we don't need an attack horse. And besides, where are we going to 
put her? We can't keep her in the back yard." 


"I've got that all taken care of. Stewart helped me find a place to board her, and its close by, so we can visit 


her every day. I'll take care of the boarding fees and grooming, and all of that shit." | gave him my best puppy 
dog eyes. "She just needs a home, D. She needs someone kind and caring to love her." | reached up to stroke his 
cheek as | moved in for the kill. "And | can't think of a kinder, more caring man than you. You make me feel 


loved, and safe, and secure every day. | know you'll do the same for her." 


| know, | know, | was laying it on pretty thick, but every word is 100% true. | was lost before Dave loved me. | 
wandered through life empty and alone, not that I'd ever admit it. | was Taylor the Spaz, the life of the party. | 
walked around with a big, goofy grin on my face, but inside, something was missing. | wasn't whole. | tried to fill 


that void with booze and drugs, and it nearly fucking killed me. 


And then there was Dave. He pulled me up, out of that nightmare. He saved me. His love made me feel whole, 
complete. | can't explain it, but when | saw that horse, when | looked into her eyes, | saw that need. The need 


to be loved, saved. How could | walk away from that, when | knew the perfect man for the job? 


"Tay." He sighed and wrapped his arms around me. "This is a horse. This isn't a goldfish, it's a huge 
responsibility. There's vet bills, and food- do you have any idea how much a horse eats?" 


The second | had gotten her home and settled, | pulled up a few websites on horse ownership. I'll admit, there's 
more to it than you might think. There was the obvious- food and boarding, but there were also vet bills, 
dental bills, and ferrier bills to consider. She'd also need to be groomed and exercised daily. It may seem like a 
lot, but one look into those big brown eyes, and | knew that she was worth it. | also knew that as long as Dave 
didn't have to be involved in the logistics of it, | could get him on board. 


"I told you, | got all that covered. Your only job is to love her. That beautiful, badass horse named Scully. 
Scully, dude! Tell me that's not meant to be!" 


He grinned down at me, "Why is it that, with you, everything's always ‘meant to be"? 


"Because it is." | winked and stretched up to give him a quick peck on the lips. "Now go out there and say hello 


to your horse." | spun him towards the door and gave him a tap on the ass. 


He sighed, and shook his head, but he was smiling as he stepped outside. As | watched him first pet, then 
nuzzle the mare, | pulled out my phone. 


"Stew?.. Yeah, it's me.. No, no trouble at all. Like selling ice to an Eskimo. Looks like I'm getting a pony!" 


